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Author's Notes: 
For the usual suspect after some brief speculation as to height differences. 


Lars was touchy about his height, James knew that. But still, he couldn't resist teasing him about it. Calling 
him names, ruffling his hair, deliberately holding things out of his reach. And Lars would stomp and pout and 
huff, which only served to make James laugh harder. 


‘We can't all be fucking giants like you, Hetfield: 


With three bandmates all over the six foot mark, Lars did feel like they took advantage of his smaller frame. If 
they couldn't best him conversationally - and they couldn't, Lars knew as well as they did that what he lacked 
in height he made up for in sheer motormouthery - they'd get to him physically. When Dave left and Kirk 
(nice, normal-sized Kirk) arrived, Lars thought he'd found an ally. But the jibes kept coming. The ‘pipqueaks' and 
‘short shits' didn't let up, just as he kept finding his beer in places just out of his reach. And when he rounded 


on James, he'd always get the same response. 


‘Because it's fucking fun, shortie: 


A few months later though, James was starting to see the fun side of Lars' height in a much different light. 
He kept finding reasons to wrap an arm around Lars and tuck the diminutive drummer under his chin, noting 
that he was the perfect height to do so. It was comfortable, James thought. It felt right. Almost as if it was 


meant to be. 


A few months after that, he found out how perfectly Lars’ slender shoulders fit in his palms, how his large 
hands could span Lars’ narrow ribcage. How right it felt to have those narrow ankles crossed above his waist, 
slim thighs gripping around his hips. He didn't mind so much about their height difference then, with Lars 
curled up against him at night, burrowing into his warmth like he couldn't get enough of him. 


And months still after that, when Lars again found himself enveloped in the hold of a body much larger than 
his own, broad shoulders and long limbs looming over him as he pressed his mouth into the hollow of James’ 


throat, he found he didn't mind so much either. 


